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Point with his hand, saying, Yonder goes there one

Of the most valiant men in all our age,

And ever would he choose you on his side

In all his pastimes for your manhood's sake

And might in jousts of men and gallant games,

And when they shot for mastery at the butts

Would make you shoot two arrows still for one,

And took delight beyond all shots of theirs

To see how far forth would your great shaft fly.

Sped for his pleasure ; and my heart grew great

For my land's sake whereof your strength was made,

That bore such men for honour; and the best

Who served my father Henry in his wars

Looked reverently upon you horsed at head

Of your brave hundred men that rode with you,

And never the great constable of France

Would speak to you uncovered as to one

Less than his own place worthy ; and your hand

Here on these marches hath not lost its praise

For many as fair a stroke as overthrew

Between our ranks and the English in mid field

Lord Rivers' brother, righting for this land

That with a tongue as true and serviceable

You strove in speech to save the freedom of.

That by no policy it should be subdued

To a French province ; so for faith and love,

For valour, wisdom, and for gentleness,

I wist no Scot had worthier name alive :

Shall I say now I have no deadlier foe ?

[KIRKALDY kneels,